But let my lord fall ill, and oh dear ! what a different tale to tell. The valet comes flying from the room followed by a boot; the cook gives notice because master called the beeftea " beastly stuff;" the housemaid is in tears because she is not allowed to sweep or dust the sick-room. Man, noble man, is a pitiful object when he is sick. Get him thoroughly ill, and he is a better patient than a woman ; all hospital nurses prefer the men's wards to the women's ; but if he is merely laid up for a day or two with a cold or a bilious attack, he persistently kicks against the pricks, instead of wisely enjoying the rest which a beneficent nature has imposed on him. The pity is that men are not better, and women worse invalids; but perhaps this will be arrived at when the day dawns which shows the equality of the sexes.
